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BY THE SEA.

| s on the lonely shore they strayed,
[ The scholar and the fishor mald,
::-ldu ‘lhka melancholy aen,
ey talked how this and that might be
And, wrinkied by the ohbing tide, " l
fAas wet weed-strewn sands strovehed far
aod wido.

| "Twas evening, aod 8 wistful glow
Spread where the ruddy sun hung low;
The antumn day was hasting by
And night encompassing the sky;

Octobers falr delightful nfternoon

Hped, ke n holidsy that ends too sosn

Y T In strange,” the seholar sald, “to deom
How soldom things are what they seem!
Tho great sun rises not nor sets

i But stays forever—I1ike rogrete’t
: ‘Kot sg, replled the pensive fisher mafden:

. U seltn rest, with all dag's sorrows
Iaden.” ¥
L]

": Shall I or not."” the acholar thonght,
* Take to my hontt this mind untaught?
Shoull I or should I not regret
Love's sunrise whon love's sun had seg)
Aloud be sald: “Tho sun's Apparent setting
Is like the apparent passihg of regretting.”

The long gray wavelets murmured falng,
Like n duil, pititu) camplalint;
Far out at sen o single suil
= Caught the vibration of » galo.
Noy," sald the mald, “for whon tho stars come
pecplng,
Beneath the sea tho wearled sun lles sleeping."

He looked down upon her, and the aun
Went down. *Ses, now,” she sald, “'sia
gone:*t
= L_mt love remains,” the scholar eried,
She sald: “Or changes, like the tide.
And the 10% Svashing of the wanton sea
Filled the Salt broeze with plaintive melody,

" Tl%es ebb and flow—the sen romnins,
Llke love, with all {ts joys and pains,”
He sald. *'Love eannot'end and dle
{  While tho sun blazes In the sky.
Bwoeet, I ontreat you Jay your hani ln mine;
The t!:]llrl!ll grows dork, yet still the sun doth
shine.™ Y

Then the soft ripp!ing of the tide
Like some glad. tender musle sighed
And If the sun sank down or stayed
Was nothing to the man and mald,
As, by the sen’s great, carvless. fickle heart,
They toot cach other, till death them should
par

—N. Y. Ledger,

SILY'S INVESTMENT.

A Protty Romance and a Glad
Home-Coming.

“Shet to that door, Silas. so's it'1l
keteh. It's cold ternight. Whe'd think
‘twas the middler May., 'F 1 dldn't
know better, I sh'd say thar was snow
in the air.”

“That would be the beatinest, I'low,”
said Silas Baldwin, giving the door an
extrin push behind him to ensure its
firmness. “Lut it's downright ehilly,
and no mistale. This must be the tafl
end er the hack bun’ er winter. Reckon
he's wavin® his tail as sorter partin’
s'loot, and coolin® of the air,” and
Silas, smiling broadly at his own wit,
pave a look with his deep-set twink-
Ung eyes, at Agatha his wife, to see if
she felt like smiling to-night. Dt
Agatha only drew the small black and
white eheclked shawl over her shoul-
ders, then held her koltting up be-
tween her eves and the light and,
from benenth her glasses, picked up a
stitch. When that was done, she in-
quired of Silas, who had subsided, and
who sat in a corner grunting, as he
pulled off his boots with some diffi-
culty, if he had “*ben to the corner,”

*¥es—or," as the boot came.
v UAny mail?” with  more
than before manifested.

“soon's [ git this blamed thing off,”
jerked Silas, “There! 1 swow if I'll
pever git Mose Bean afoul er my foot
ag'in, [ told him they were Cinderillys
when he got ‘em  finished, bnt he
lowed ez how they's big enough for
two er me, ‘Well, one or me'sall
want," I sez, ‘and it's no recommend,’
1 sez, ‘to your cobblerin' to stamp
Yer boots by sieh remarks.” ‘Oh!’ sez
he, 'Silns, I was a-foulin,' o' I 'low
now ¢z how 1 think he was,"” and Silas
flung the scorned footgear behind the
stove with such foree that Agatha
started. Iowever, when she saw the
homespun socks ineased in easy carpet
tlippers she continned —yenrs of ex-
perience having taught her, as she
told her friends, that what was her
‘haste was Sllases leesure.”

“D’yon say there was any mail?"

“Seems ter me there was,” sald Silas,
salmly, ns he spread the newspaper
seross his knee and felt for his glasses,
He found the letter first, but it was
not until his glasses were discovered
and established, and he had spent
some minutes on the address, that he
looked over the envelope at Agatha,
who sat knitting still, apparently un-
concerned, but whose repression
showed ftself in the short rocking of
ber chair and her pursed lips. Silas’
small eyes twinkled., *'‘Seems to me,”
he said at length, “this is for—why!
it's for youn, Agathy, arter all. Bless
me, how dull 1 be! [ was trying to
mnke o missus into o esquare;” and
coming over to Azatha with hisclumsy
tread, he dropped the letter in her
lap, and then '‘pulled the little eurl
that hung in front of her ear, as he
had done in courting duys, the curl
which from a rich brown had grown
thin and gray. *“Your man’s a born
tense, Agathy—ean't help it—born so;
but for better or wuss, yon know,
Agathy, especially when the letter's
from Sily boy,” and Silas’ hand fin-
gered the gray eurl,

“From Sily?" Agatha had eontrolled
her eagerness until now. Then she
lifted her faded eyes and gave Silas
one long effectionnte look before she
opened it The bLoy's nume hedged
outall feeling of even slightannoyance.

“Set here, Silus,” she said In asofter
tone, as she pointed to o chair beside
lier; “we'll read it to onet. Then we'll
kunow together the good or the bad of
it. How long sence together came?"
she went on, as she inserted n knitting
needle in one corner; and her hand and
her voice both trembled.

“To-day’s thirteenth er May, I
reckonz how't was right after Christ-
mas, sayin’ as he'd got our things.”

**'TwasJanuary sevennt'leven in the
mornin',” sald Agatha, excitedly, as
the extracted the letter and blew up
the envelope to see if it was empty. *1
was makin' thoroughwort tes for Mis'
Sawtelle, and Eph Rowell brung it in.
‘You'll scuse me,' | says, as polite as
was necessary, while 1 read my letter.
*] »h' think,' she snapped, shorter'n
plecrust, ‘the letter might wait fifteen
mirutes.' ‘It won't, Isays, and that's
the last thoronghwort tea Lize Saw-
telle ever got made in this house.

“Now, pa, oan you see?" she con-
tinged in altered tones,” “somehow
wmoh;tuMn writing as at
M Winge

interest

“Don't need wipln’, do they, Agaths 7
ventured Silas, “Mlne wis m'Ist a min-
ute ago.” And sitting side Ly side,
fncing the table with ita slngle alndos
less lnmp on the green cover, the two

i people, each with n hand on the

business sheet, read slowly and
painstaleingle, with numcrons inter-
polations the following letter:

Wintte Sriuxas, Idaho, Moy 7, 80—

My Dean Morieh:

"It Is abont time for me to write to

ow 8id father again, and let you

now thatall is well with me." Silas
nooded assent vigorously—''1 think 1
am growing stout"—"think of that,
Agathy!" Agathn's éyebrows went up
=*"and Iney"—"no never,” said Silas,
sobering, '‘not a lazy bun' in that boy."
*Hold still, Silas, do,” sald Agatha, as
Silas, holding the page emphesized his
statement, “Huat I think I will write
something - that will surprise you."
“What do you suppose It Is, Agatha?"
said Silas, in m loud whisper. “Silan
Dald'in," sald Agstha, trying to look
severe, "If yon don't hold still, you
shan’t look on. I spose the ensiest
way te find out Is to read the letter,
and your hand is a-goin’ like the shaks
in' pulsey. Do let go, pn. There'sn
dear!" But Silas had no such intens
tion of being so bribed, though he
said, very humbly: “All right, Agathy,
go on, I'll keep stiff.”

“"You know," the letter went on,
“that I have made considerable money
In the seven years I left home."

*Is It seven, ma?" sald Silas.

“Yen" slghed Agatha, "and I have
some good investments out here, which
do not need my presence—"

“Silas," and Agatha dropped her
side of the sheet, ‘‘you don't spose he
means—"

“Rend on, ma; read on," exclaimed
the old man, excltedly, “and beside 1
have Lecome interested in an invest-
ment that I can do elsewhere ns well
ns here, and better, I am told—" the
two old faces were very near ths paper
now—"In fact if you and pa will co-
operate 1 do not see why [ cannot
earry it on as well at Broton Centre as
anywhere—"

“Silns!"

O ma, dear,” and the old hand trem-
bled well now, and ma's glasses were
very dim.  Still they read on.

*I nm not going to tell you what the
business is, but my coming to Broton
with it, will call for a small building
or a number of rooms of some kind.
You have often talked of bullding an
ell on the old house butl do not re-
member of your ever having written
that it was done.”

*What's the use of a new ell for us
old folks,” interpolated Silas; “there's
room enough to bLe lonely in now,"”
and Agatha nodded her head. “‘—now
this is my project (the letter contin-
ued), if you will build that new two-
story ell and reserve three or four
rooms for my own use in my business
I will write further regarding the
share in the expense I am willing to
undertake; and 1 assure you 1 will do
the correet thing. Then we ean settle
on the plans later. I warrant that
this will be nothing yon or pa will be
ashamed to bhave your son interested
in. I shall want to hear from you
soon, and I will try and be a better
hand at writing. I want to see yon
aund pa more and more each day, and
when this chance offered and [ found
I could come east I could not give up
the idea of seeing the old place and
you two, for all I have been away so
long—"

“Poor NSily boy,” murmured Silas,
and Agatha gripped the big hand un-
der the table.

*1 like the west, but I have got over

the wildness of the fecling that made !

me lenve home so long ago before |
had done anything for either of you,
although I have trled to make it up
sinee 1 have been able, but I was ne
more than a boy, you know, mother—"

“Yes, Sily boy,"” sald Silas.

—""Many's the time those first two
years I wounld have come, but it was a
long journey, but I was poor and
proad, too, 1 expeet; then later 1
would not leave, and them when 1
might possibly have come there were
things I thought held me. Dut those
dnys have passed, and now I want to
come as badly as ever, and I am ecom-
ing home, Your boy Sily has been odd,
I kmow, but he has never been bad,
mother. Remember that. This letter
is for father, too, and I know yon will
read it together. Write soon, 1 shall
wait impatiently to hear. Good-by.
Your affectionate son,

“Si.a8 Barpwixs, JR.

1t seemed to neighbors that summer
s if Silas and Agatha Baldwin had re-
newed their youth. I ust to think
that Mis' liald’in was pindlin' at one
time,” said Mrs. Sawtelle to Moses
Bean’s sister, “and I up and asked
her one day what was the matter of
her, she looked so weakly., I told her
she needed to doctor seme or she'd be
way down where she couldn' git up;
but I declare to goodness I think "twas
Jest one of them spells she always had
when she'd git thinkin' er Sily so fur
away. ‘Cause now he's comin' and
she's lost that mauger look, and seems
80 them curls er herndangled harder'n
Wve seen 'em sence Slly went off.”

The rebuilding went steadily on.
The old ell was pulled down and when
the carpenter came to consult Silas
and Agntha about the new one, he re-
marked:

“It's goin' to leave yer main house
way down out er sight. Couldn’t think
er raisin’ that, could ye? It's goin' to
leave yer main honse way down out er
sight.”

Silas and Agatha looked at each
other. Then Agatha said:

“Why not? Mebbe Sily'll want it
sometime for hisown use, Ile's young
you know, Silas.”

*Yes," sald the old man, *“and it
isn’t prob'bl he'll alwers want to live
alone.” 8o it was agreed, and the
looks of satisfaction bestowed upon
his plan, and the smiles of approval
which passed between the old people
as they wateched John Willis perfect
his suggestion convineed him that he
had spoken happily.

The time of completion at last ar-
rived, and one lovely evening in carly
August, after the last trace of building
and painting had been removed, Silas
and Agatha walked around their new
domain and were content.

“Nobudy'd suspicion that ell was
anythin® more'n an ell to any house,
would they, ma?" said Silas, his hands
on his broad hips and his head on high:
“folks ain’t got much satisfaction ont
er me regurdin’ Sily’s affairs. 1 tell
'em 1 nin’t st liberty to tell. It's trae,
too, ain't it? 1 reckon'f I can wait to
know, they ean; 'n' they know it ain't
anythin' monstrous or dishonest, or he
wouldn't be comin' to bis old home to

do It."
TR’ Bethia' but on ell, sayhow,

Bilas," anid Agatha, nfter mndl:’
Slins' remarks by nwmerous shalies
the head, which aet her eurls in mos
tlong I shotld nevek thinl, even goig®
thtough it, that it waa to bé & BMee o
f mantfaclofy. Thal po'eelain sink
he wanted in that bnek Foom some
might take for ‘sperimentin’—I dunno,
¥ course them open fireplaces in what
looks like his office and private room's
more for ornament than anythin' else,
But we'll know in time, P~ We've
waited so long, and {t won'l be miéngy
days How," and Agiithn's hand elosed
on a letter in her pocket, received that
afternoon,

“I thinl," said Bilas, “that big new
room upstalrsin the main honse will
make a fine chamber for Sily. It overs
looks all his old ha'nts down by the
river, and throngh the medders, 'n’
I'm glad we deecided to hnve a fire-
plaoce in that, he seems 8o fond of 'em
in his offices, 1 tell yer, Agathy, them
blue eyes er hisn will open upat the
new mnin hounse. Reckon he didn't
plan on sich improvement. But we
ean keep n secret too, ean't we, Agos
thy?" and Silas' decp-sct eyes shone,
and Agntha's curls shoolt almost mere
rily.

The tenth of Anzust was a perfeet
day, and the evening sky was gloriona
with finffy clouds amid the rosy lights
of the dying day. Silas and Agatha
Baldwin sat on the new porch appar-
ently calm, nlthongh Agatha's roclcing.
chnir displayed its usual signal of agls
tation, and Silas oceaslonally walked
ncross the porch, and then down to the
gate, and looked up the road.

“Stage a leetle late, Silas?" ques
tioned Agatha, at length. They had
censed to talle, Words scemed useless.
“I dunno. Beéems ez how it must be,
Most anythin' good ud seem late ten
night."

“I'll atep in and light up now, 1
guess,” sald Agatha, rising: and Silas
followed for mo especiul reason. The
stage from Westlea was late, and it
was dark before tho rattle of ita
wheels was heard along the road. 1t
stopped by the house, as Silas and
Agatha hastened to throw open the
door, and pecred out into the darks
ness, seeing nothing. Then an inex-
plainable feeling held them to the
porch, as they heard volces from the
stoge. They would have their greet-
ing after it had driven away, but Silas'
shaking voice spoke notwithstanding:

*Is that you, Sily?"”

“Yes, father, in 8 moment,” came a
Tstrong man's voice, and the two old
people grasped ench other's hand. The
gate wans pushed open just then, and
up the short plank walk ran a little
child followed by another of the samae
size. “Is this g'anpa?’ said the first;
“Is this g'anma?" said the second, and
before the old people conld move, the
two little children had climbed the
step to their side and put up their 1it-
tle hands fora greeting, and exclaimed
ina chorus. “I'se Aggic;” “I'se little
Sily."

“Yoes, father,"” soid his son's voice
thnt moment. entering the poreh with
a pale little woman on his arm, “it's
all tene.  This is your danghter Mary,
and this is my investment | have come
to carry on."”

Agatha laldwin's face was on her
husband’s shoulder. Silas with his
hands behind him, looked straight be-
fore him at his son, then at the woman
by his sidde; then at the two children
who hnd run baelk to their father and
mother, awed by their reception. Then
Silas spoke.

*Sily boy, 'fore Heavenand all that's
good, is—this all right? All as—it
should be?

Young Silas Baldwin left his wife's

side, who had grown paler, and step-
{ ping close to his father and mother he
| took a hand of each before replying.
I “Father—mother, before Heaven
fand all that is good, it is all right; is
| nll that it should be. You know I told
you that your boy Sily was odd, but
that he was not baid.  And now have
You not a welcome for your daughter
Mary, for Aggie and little Sily and for
your son?"”

“*And it's all right, Sily, boy, it's all
right,” said Silas that evening o score
of times, “and these uns are Aggie
and little Sily,” as he sat with one on
ench kuee, “upon my soul!l who'd
a-known they wasnt both boys or
both gals, in their dresses! Au', Mary,
| p'r'aps I ain’t treated you decent, but
vou see I min't nsed to harin a dangh-
ter; but nobody could be gladder,"
ond, bending over her, he gave her a
tender kiss which proved a seal of
mutual affection. His son Silas ex.
plained his position. His first year in
the west had been an unsuccessful
search for o successful opening, Then
when it enme and he was established
on a small salary he fell in love with
Mary Grey. There was promise of ad-
vancement and Mary and he were per-
sunded they could be happy together
on but little. So it proved, even after
the twins came. For Mary, small and
frail as sho was, was e true helpmeet
In courage and encouragement, and
he often felt if it were not for the
bright home of two rooms, poorly but
cheerily furnished, to whic he re-
turned at night, met by loving wel-
come and little warm arms, he should
Lhave goge adrift. He had kept the
murringe from his parents at first
like the odid boy he was, know-
ing that \he could not explain sat-
isfactorily. Then it grew easy nog
to mention it, to write seldom
and to deal lnlfenernlitieu. But when
he saw the cllmate of White Springs
leaving its marks on Mary, her face
becoming pale and her manner list-
less, he began to bestir himself. Op-
portunities occurred, advantageous to
his leaving., and he found he ecould
busy himself, with occasional visits
west, In DBroton Center. *“Hut the
business | wanted the rooms for, you
can understand now mother,"” he con-
cluded, looking around at Mary and
the two babies curled up on the sofa.

“Sily, boy, you couldu't a-planned
better. You didn't tell us, we know.
Mebbe ‘twasn't right—mebbe 'twas
only odd; but we'll let bygones be by-
gones, as it has turned out. We was
saved more worryin' than we did."

So Silas Baldwin, Junior, with Mary
and the twins, set up his business in
the new ell, and in the large new room
in the new main house, & welcome sur-
prise to the son. And old Silas’ eyes
twinkled harder than ever, especially
when Sily came within their range of
vision, and Agatha's curlsshook stead-
ily over little Agrie'sirresistible waya
—Helen J. Wilder, in Interior.

Very Likely.
She—Mr. Ardent, if you insist upon
making love to me every time you call
I must ask you to discontinue your
visits.
He—Only marry me, and I'l neves
opeak snother word of love a4 long &

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

= Hha <"Ym lock all worn ont. ave
fort Hoent Worllingd haed? He—Yos,
fdther; 1've beon having a holinay "

---"]idﬁ Willie the digareits habit™
Mrs. Jidks—“Neno; he  just smokes
them all the time, no matter what kind
of a suit he has on."

—“What is there abont Miss Slasher
that is atteactive?’  Helen—*0, T al:
waye fee! so well dressed whed I am
Wwith her"

—Clara—"When you refused Freddie,
did youn tell him to brace up and be o
muan?”’ Sndie—"Noi; I didnt want tc
be unreasonahle. " =Detroit Tribune.

=~ A Uscloss Mombor. <*Mamu, have
I an eye-tooth? “Yeu, Tohnny, Why?"
Wiy, beeause I 1 have | can’t see
anything with it."—Puack,

cedintes— " How'a yoour enld—bhottep™
Rinks <1 think it must he, Pye only
had twenty difforent cares offeread me,
and I've mot twenty-ons porsons”

—“He—1"d just as livf e hang for s
sheepas o lom™™ She—Well, yon'll
be Hung for neither; you'll he ung for
acnll of nothing"—Yonkors Statews
mat.

—Ile (rapturonsly)—*“You accapt met
Then it's a bargain!™ She with her
mind  on  shopping)—""Certainly. 1
shouldn’t think of it i it wasn't."—
Demorest's Maguzine,

—*Mr. Blinks' offier is on the six
tecnth floor. Just take the elevator
up.” Mr. Cornhusle—""Not mneh, vonna
man. This basket of eggs an’ n curpet
bag Is enough for moe to enrry,”

—Boeethoven's Harmonies.—She—*1n
the summer time Beethoven wrate most
of his musie in the open ale.” e in
melodist)-<"And  still he didn't get
mueh air into his mosie”

~—Paternal — “*What's the matter,
Charlie?’ Charlie="I swallowed my
lump of sugar.” Maternal—"Never
mind. nevermind.” Charlic—*13ut 1 de
mind! It went down soquick I eouldn’t
taste it.” —Arkansaw Travelor,

~=Misdirceted Zoal.—Park PPoliceman
(late of Connty Clarej="Yer o he a
poet?” Poet—-Why! Yes." DPark Po
liceman—*"1lov yez a loicinse?" Poct.<
A dicense! For what?' Park Polies
man—*"Yer poetic loicinse, av coorse.”
—Truth.

—"Why don't T go to work, mnm?"
said the tramp. repeating Mres. Crane
berry’s guestion, “I'd only e toe
happy I I emld got something to do in
me own lne of busine<<.”" “What might
that he?" asked the sympathetic woman,
“Calorin” meerschanms, mum, ' —Onee a
Week,

Ifan Sand fandan Oand 1°

With un X at the enid. spells S
Andan Eanda Yanidan 15 spell [,
Priy whit s g spollor to dar
Then It alsonn Sand an b and b 3
And an Il K 1D spell siide,
There is nothing much left fora spoliertads
But togo and commit slouxeresipghol
—Winaipes Roview
=Yicldine to Prossure.—<firent States
man (at telephone ) —=*Is that the nffies
of the Daily Tomahawle?" City Editor
—Yes, sir,”  “Is your interviewing ros
porter in?" “le is Well, send him
over to Room No. 080, Gewjum  house,™
“Who are you?"  “‘Congressman Spaee.
T am traveling throuzh vour town on
business having no political significance
—miirk that: no political significance =
nnd Tamabont to be prevailed upon,
sir, after much solieitation—I think
that is the proper form—to grant an
interview to a representative of your
paper, Send  him along"—Chicago
Tribvpe,

HIS NARROW ESCAPE.
Another Case of “Know It Al with the
Usnal Hesnlr,

A midMe-nged eolored man, with a
stick nnd a bundle, and the mod of the
conntey highway elinring to his broad
shoes, was i passenger on one of the
ferry hoats coming over the other day.
One of the negro deckhands loaked him
over and sized him up and approached
him to inguire:

Yo pwine over to de United Staits, 1
'spose?”

“*Yes, sah,™ wns the reply,

“Eber ober dar' befo'?”

“Bont fifty simes.”

CTo!l Jdess recloon o' knowsall hont
de United Staits, does po'e”

“*Reckon 1 kin find my way.”

“Yo doos, ¢h?  Jzo seen josssich pus
sons as vol hefo'! Last feller ho looked
joss lilee yo', an® when I wanted to give
him some pintersbont de United Stafts
he dun sald he knowed it all,  lze bhin
right on dis boat five viars an® knows a
heap, but Txe not a pusson to gin any-
hody advice when dey emagines ey
knows it all. Yo' jess go right ‘long
an’ git yo'rself buncoed all to pleces™

“What's dat banca? queried the
other in eonsiderable anxiety,

“Nebber vo' mindl Yo' jess enm
walkin' oa dis boat wid yo'r head up in
de air an’ feelin® dat yvo' knowed all
bont de United Staits! Doan® blame
me if yo' was buncoed. Last feller
mighty nigh died oberit, but T hain't
got no mo’ to say!”

“But [ vant to know ‘hont dat bun-
en!” persistel the stranger. 1 hain't
s»avin® dat 1 knows all "bout de United

Staits. 1 hain't sayin' dat 1 Jkin find
my way.”
*Oh! Yo hos eum down off yo'r high

hoss, ¢h! Doan’ know all "bout America
arter alll Now, boy, loak heah! 1 don’
want to sea uo enll’d man all smashed
tiv ph-u_-x-a in Dotroit. an’ darfo’ 1 obers
looks vo'r hein’ soswell on de start.
When ‘\'u' it ober dar vo' j\'-\.\ kl't‘p _\'n'r
eves pecled.  If ¥o' meet a white man
wid his hat on hisearan’a big dinmond
pin on his busom bewar of de buneo
rame!™

‘Pat what am de game?”

“lze comin to dat. De minit T sot
eyes on yo© | knowed yo' was as inner-
cont ns n baby ‘bout dat game. If dat
white man stops yo' an' savs dat owin'
to his hardupuess nn’ death in de fam’ly
he will part wid dat dinmond pin fur
fo'ty dollnps——"

“1 won't buy it

Yo' won't! Loy, Ize talkin® to yo!
Dat disnmond pin ar® wirth ninety dols
lars, an” if yo' doan’ buy it fur fo'ty
dollars yo' was buneoed out of jess fifty
bigr dollars! IHo! Yo' cum on dis boat
feelin’ dat yo' knowed it all, an® yo'
didno’t want no pinters from me, an' yit
yo' was gwine right ober to Detroit to

buncoed oater half a hundred bones
as sliek us grease!™ —Detroit Free 'ress.

Etignette of the Maad,
A lady never extends her hand toa
& man whose nequaintance she is mak
ing. She mey or may not shake hands
with a lady who is introduced, but she
must mot give her hand to a strange
mna. A low bow is the elegant form
of salutation. A ecultivated woman
will not shake hwads with any man, no
matter how long she is acquainted
with him, unless she respects and ad
mires him. A gentleman never ex
tends bis hand to » lady first. To dc
50 would be presumptuous and sulject
him to a snubbing. A wan shows his
breeding the way he eats his dipner: s

womasn shows her breeding

we lvg, <. X, Lodges e rwesives pecpie- —~Chivage %"li::
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All other powders
are cheaper made
and inferior, and
leave either acid or
alkali in the food.
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—Certain species of ants make slaves | —A bell that was cast in Spain in ffm‘rﬂ'-f-'é’?i"&'i}““-.'s‘.“#{‘.E’."‘.T“:'f;'.’g?ﬁ%ﬁ’fﬁ
of others, 11 colony of sluve-minking | 1708 andl that has had an intepesting | 20 p 8 |$r babiy nl’l\'m“lh_“ e
unts is chunging the nest. o matter | history is in the possession of e, W1 L | n wwedd by confining boading house butter
which i« left to the diseretion of the | Wilion, of Tepere Hpute, Imil.  Phaving { in & stroug iron box.—Texas Siftings.
sluves, the latter carey thelr mistresses | Bonaparte's invaslon of Spoin it was
to their new home.  One kind of slaves | eaptured and careled to France. In| A piny who porforms with llons was re
making ants has become s dependent | 1854 it was captored anid presentod to . ('(‘.'w- severely hi!l-.-rll 1;,\' -Tl:o thlle;ililﬂ'\;?ll
on slaves, that even if provided with | .l‘n---;'rll Piguet. heading a grovp of | '1‘”’;'5“"n‘]'l'ﬁll'“'._';i‘:-““i"‘m“"O;z:d*n{?g‘:“ m“-:" ’
fornd they will die of hunger unless | French emigrants who finally settied stopped. = Judge,
there are slaves to put it in thelr | atSainte Mavie. Jasper connty, 1L Mr, ——

months, Plyguet presentod it to the charel of |
Sninte Marie in 1552 and it was it
in summoning the people toow
until it was eracked

Tue most distant relatives are not always
hoske who live furthest away.—FPhiladel-
phis Record.

Were You Ever £outh In Sommer ?

It 45 na hotter In Tennesee, Alabama,
or Georgin thay here, tnd It I8 posite
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FLAw¥EL next the skin often produces &

by an wechlont, |

3 Wrep e s 1 an i o e removed, Beeentiy it egs smovable with Glenn's Sulphur Boa
fvely delghtful on the Guif Const of Mis- | and had to ! rashi, removable with Glenu's Sulp p.
s 'il]-:l-i and West Fiortda, It you oee looke- | attractod the attention of Dre. Wilien, Hill's Halr and Whisker Dye, 50 cents.
ing for a dyeatinn in the South go down tow | who fonnd it Iving neclectad in the . A
and sea for voureelfl, The Leulsville & \-I\]TI ﬂ -‘--“-f 1 ]1' }h- urehnsed it Th Lawrek s b pocts; they write lots ol
Nashyille Ruflrond and eonnoctioms will gell | EIUPCRYATIL WIG A PPUTERSESE T 8 FE ) SeAWTERS MUy DOROCLS; Bhe .
tirketa to all points 8outh for trulns of Au- bell welghis two undecd and twenty- | Hvursus. - .
must vth at one fare round trip. Ask \‘-’_-':!: seven ponneds, nned s miae »-.\-I' v 28 -
teket necnb about B i Gopeanes st [ with a mixture of silver.—¥hiladelphia | A “RUN DOWN"

rencral Passcuger Agent, Loulsvile, Ky, | Ledweer. | and *‘used-up feeling is the first warnpe
E[il._l_d_l:l ?1 uger Agen i ¥ _ M o Aoy B rat

TONE NATIONA i biood
YELLOWSTONE NATIONAL PARK, Ih;th o torpid liver and tho impure b

THE MARKETS. — t follows it, you'rs an casy to all
| Season of 1894, sorts of allments. Dr. Pierce's Golden Med-
NEW YORK, Aug. 5 1904 OrricE o7 N ical Discovery cures every one of them.
FA'I"!'I.I:._-;\;:\H\I-.\ Steors, . .... 28080 4L 485 | Domreany.—We w G
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S M CE °zz: CURH,
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OATS— : ¥ A “ . en Medical
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TN ACC O s SO T my two months, In
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AN Clenr Tt et i) ning your midicine [
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Brings comfort and improvement and
tends to personal enjoyment  when
rightly used. The many, who live bet-
ter than others and enjoy life more, with
less expenditure, by more promptly
adapting the world’s best products to
the needs of phipsical being, will attest
the value to T aith of the pure liquid
laxative principles cmbraced in the
remedy, Svrup of Figs

Its excellence is due to its prosenting
in the form most aceeptable and pleas-
ant to the taste, the refreshing and truly
beneficial properties of a perfect lax-
ative ; effectually cleansing the system,
dispelling colds, headaches and fevers
and permanently curing econstipation,
It has given satisfaction to millions and
met with the approval of the medieal
profession, because it acts on the Kid-
neys, Liver and Bowels without weak-
ening them and it is perfectly free from
every objectionable substance,

Syrup of Pigs is for sale by all.drug-
gists in G0¢ and §1 bottles, but it is man-
ufactured by the Californin Fig Syrup
Co. only, whuse name is printed on cvery
package, also the name, Syrup of Figs,
and being well informed, yvou will not
accept any substitute if oflered.

SOLD EVERYWHERE

"% THE N.K.FAIREANK COMPANY, Sr.Lou1s,

THE POT INSULTED THE KETTLE BECAUSE
THE COOK HAD NOT USED

SAPOLIO

GOOD COOKING DEMANDS CLEANLINESS.
SAPOLIO SHOULD =g useDp IN EVERY KITCHEN.,

(il L]

St

Holding a Sheet of NEPONSET over her head—A Trade Mark—
on ail Rolls of Genulne

- NEPONSET
-~Water-Proof Fabrics.

ALL LUMBER MERC'HANTS AND COUNTRY STORES SHOULD HAVE IT I STOCK.

_ ..f'rz:!g;r;ﬁ;; Every Farmer
Tretan/4/% Every Poultryman

£ For Roofs, Sides and
Walls, for Houses, Bams, Hen-
houses, Greenhou: Hotbeds,
Haystacks, Wagon Covers,etc.

They cost wvery much less
than eghlngles zd wear for

are absolutel
:?z'r-l’mof. Frost-Proof, SAMPLES “'Ih F. w- BlRD ‘ m. 3
Snl:l)wl-ls and"rai’r‘a Caﬂsmw'l‘t'h each : e
a
rollof Red Rope Roofing. o __EAST WALPOLE, MASS.
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